EVENING

crush it upright in his own hands until those sharp shining
nails stabbed his palm.

" You're looking very severe, Commander Waterlow,"
she mocked.

" I'm feeling very severe, Mrs Radcliffe," he replied,
blinking j and then mumbling that it was the dust which
made him blink he managed somehow to reach his own
chair again.

She had given him a perfect cue to bring up the subject
of Paul Drimys. Damn Drimys! If you be a lady^ as I
suppose you be, you will neither laugh nor cry while I tickle
your knee. Yes, that must have been communicated. She
was covering it up, Paul Drimys ? The political situa-
tion ? Mustn't forget we're at war. Nothing in it, of
course. But still, it was imprudent. Yes, he could
probably span her ankle with his forefinger and thumb.

" I really think you've known me long enough by now
to call me by my own name," she was sighing.

" I might say the same," he was just aware of answering.

" Yes, but you waited for me to say it first."

"Twenty years' seniority makes a man modest."

" But a man is as old as he feels,, isn't he ? "

Yes, wide-open, innocent as speedwells. And yet . . .
and yet ...

" Do you mind if I have another brandy ? " He
gulped it down. " Gad, Georgie, I feel as if I was on
leave to-night."

She laughed that absurd little laugh of hers* which was
so much like a coo.

"Fancy the head of the secret service wanting a
second brandy to call poor little me by her Christian
name! "
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